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bhoon LXIX. MARCH 7, 1899. No. 1,765. iF ae 
Fun Week by Week. part with them, but hope they'll have a good time and come back 1 ae } 
safe and sownd once again. ve i | 
By tHe Party on THE Spor, A SEVERE BLOW. i) } ‘1 4 
Wednesday.—Went down to Altcar for ‘the opening day of the Dan Godfrey’s Band, throughout the land Hy i ‘| 
Waterloo Dogs. (Not a surgical ceremony, of course—don’t be Is always strongly going, ue i 
silly!—but the Canine Blue Ribbon meeting.) Found it a bit They're here and there and everywhere, ee 
chilly hanging about ; but, there, it all depends what you have to A-glowing and a-blowing ; 7% i\ 
do, whether the weather suits you or not. And it doesn’t much They blow, all pat with this and that, si 
matter what you think about it, anyway, though we’re always In musical commotion— ie) |i! 
obtruding our views on the matter to each other. And now, you bet, they've gone to get i 
insiinin eee Oe. A blow upon the ocean. ai 





Got Moore in for North Antrim and spent rest of day in Graves’ 
Galleries, looking at Mr. Mostyn’'s water colours of Sicily and Corfu, 
and someone else’s of Australia, Canada, and Wales. Dined with 
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You may tramp in shoe leather 
Or ride on a bike, 
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one py tae ia ae gual the ‘‘ Correctors of the Press’’ at the Holborn. 
You'll growl if it snows Monday.—Took Lord Salisbury and the Argentine Minister down 
Or it’s dusty or freezes— to Windsor to help the former to present the latter to Her Most | 
The weather just goes Gracious. Her Most Gracious accepted the * ee gs ge 4 and 7 
And does as it pleases! back I — to ter help Lord R. or a at - Mr. — mt 
: Cozens-Hardy take their seats on, by, an th their new appoint- { 
From dogs to horses, and so back to the Agricultural Hall and the a - 
Shire Horse Show. Liked it much and adel enraptured on many cl Attended also lively meeting of the Millwall, Dooks 
a mighty steed, but nobody offered me one for myself, and, of panye | 
course, I couldn’t ask. Went down to Oxford in the afternoon and Tuesday.—Had a look at the Hackney Horse Show‘first thing, : 
helped them to open the Ruskin Hall with great éclat. Dined with H.R.H., after which I took Colonel Slatin (Pasha) down to He 
with the Italian Ambassador and his native Chamber of Commerce Windsor to stay with Her Most Gracious a little bit. Came i 
at the Hotel Métropole, also with the Royal Masonic Benevolent back and attended the Welsh service at St. Paul's for St. David's ae 
Institution. Eve, also one at the City ee Got vo ae the influenza. ay 
. 5 ie . he od Am in a nice state. Still there are compensations—doctors, nurses, Bi 
Pty ee one — mi lot ares eee relatives, and friends all hanging around and waiting on me hand- iy 
“« rige.” but D at Oo ent Wie Seng tl Loe yet PP a and finished | %24-foot, dosing me and feeding me up and cooling me down, etc. i 
- ies ince Dewey te fai Sonapinigs? ages wllad iy ; | Altogether, feel more important than usual! 
P comfortably in jail. Amusing sight ; enjoyed it much. Holland | 
got in for Rotherham while I was away, but got back in time to COMPENSATION. 
help H.R.H. preside over the Mansion House Hospital Fund | When your eyelids flow and your nostrils sneeze, 
meeting. Attended the London Eisteddfod at Queen’s Hall in the | And your limbs are hotly aching, 
evening. Took a Welsh-rabbit for supper, and struggled ina | And your lungs perform with a ~, wheeze 
singing sea of Welsh consonants in my dreams all night. (As their part of the undertaking), 
Friday.—Heard Vesuvius was in a state of eruption, so went and With the doctor, nurse, and the friends you trust, 
had a look at it. Got back for the finish of the Waterloo Cup. You have this satisfaction— 
Black Fury—almost a Cockney dog, for he lives “ out 'Endon w’y” Though the poultice burn and the drug disgust, 
—took the prize in rattling style. Got round to the House of | You're the centre of attraction, 
Commons in time to hear Mr. Balfour introduce his Billtomakea | And it does make you proud. Tue Sporres. 











lot of new mayors, and finished up with the Elizabethan League 's x 


Society in their “ presentation of Jonson’s Alchemyst. | A Warm Welcome. 


Saturday.—Got Rhodes safely off from Cairo for England, and : 4S 
then ran down to Liverpool to “ive Dan Godfrey and his band a Amateur Poet.—“ Here is a little lay on Spring, sir. 
hearty send off by the Lucania for their American tour. Sorry to Editor.—‘* Well, lay it on the fire, please ! 
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| Notice.—The Editor :ill not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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WITH UNUSUAL SEVERITY. 
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The Parliament Hunt. 


WHEN a Party all to bits, 
Drives its Leader into fits—- 
Then many bitter pills he’s to swallow, 
With a powder that is Grey, 
Or a Balfour on the “ slay,” 
He feels the joys of Party-leading hollow. 


Then spout Morley—spout, in your pessimistic way, 
For prophesying ill is your hobby— 

But we're not a bit afraid of the prophecies you’ve made, 
And merrily we'll vote in the Lobby. 


Then vote, Liberals, vote, let every Liberal vote— 
For the Whip it’s all work and no play, oh! 

The scent is hard to track, with a cross, unruly pack, 
Every Opposition dog has his day, oh! 
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A Bill for Shylock. 
[Complaint has been made that the Government Bill 
regulate money-lending transactions is too severe. ] 


Wir fancied wrongs and grievances fantastic, 
‘Tis foolish to assume a manner drastic; 

But this particular Bill must be a strong one, 
11 against friend Shy k being a longs 
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O Tempora O Mores. 


WomeEN rush in where angels fear to tread, 

The modern She, whom we all justly dread, 
Has tried her best to slaughter 

A poet that all Scotsmen true admire, 

She pares him down and damps his leaping fire, 
And gives us Burns-and-water. 


With ruthless hand she trims each telling phrase, 
Seeking to show propriety’s her craze, 
She cares not if she’s stupid— 
For things improper she’s the keenest nose, 
She can’t imagine virtue without clothes, 
Not Cherub e’en, nor Cupid. 


And poets fresh from Nature’s cunning hand 
She never can begin to understand, 
So practises their verse on— 
Cutting and hacking, scoring out with zest, 
She thinks Dame Nature, even at her best, 
A most improper person. 


Old-fashioned woman of the days of yore, 

The pure to whom, we know, all things are pure, 
How would you scorn your daughter, 

The modern woman, very much too new, 

Who knows, alas! more than a thing or two— 
gut wants he irns with water! 
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WE ALL EXPECT MARCH TO BE “ BREEZY,"’ BUT, AT CAMBERWELL AND ELSEWHERE, IT SEEMS THIS MONTH IS TO BE ACCOMPANIED 
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And the father scant sympathy wins; | 
But in Deutschland he’s lauded by tongue and by pen, a 
As a pattern for fathers, a model for men! | 


Cries the Emperor, leading the praise, | 
‘There is nothing in this to alarm ye, | 
For, sure, ’tis the best of all ways 
To increase my redoubtable army ; 
This great day my heart shall be free from all troubles, | 
With infantine warriors arriving in doubles!” 


And, oh! when the christening comes, 
The Kaiser a sponsor will be, 
He will march with the clatter of drums, 
And pomp that’s delightful to see; 
But he will not be first—how the thought doth appal— 
For those youngsters are certain to open the bawl ! 








A Quiet Sunday Afternoon. 
Now, through the lovely Willesden fields and lanes, 
From busy haunts, a lady sought retreat 
One Sunday afternoon in early spring; 

She wished to read upon her favourite seat. 

As smiling, glorious spring-tide now has come 

On sunny banks, enchanting flower-buds peep, 

Awoke, by their sun-god’s kiss to warmth and life, 

From their long winter’s trance of death-like sleep. 

With distant echoes clear the woodlands ring 

Of love songs, eur sweet warblers ever trill, 

To charm with melody their chosen mates, 

With pure delight each list’ning heart to fill. 

Swift as a flash a change came o’er the scene : 

A roar of awful portent shook the ground 

For in the path a lion, glaring stood, 

—As if the Heavens had fallen to astound !— 

This gentle lady's horror and surprise 

No fervid limner can attempt to paint; 

Her heart, her brain, and nerves were paralysed, 

Relief, kind nature sent, in a dead faint. 

Recaptured ‘* Leo” now was taken home ; 

In durance vile, he had for freedom pined. 

A happy chance for this sweet lady fair, 

That previous to his frolic—‘‘ he had dined.” 

JANE H. OAKLEY. 

Wilbury Lawn, Hove (late West Brighton). 








Puttalink’s Paroxysm. 
EXCITING ESCAPE OF AN ESTIMABLE EDITOR. 


(It is asserted that at present there is absolutely not one first- 
Class left-handed golf player.—Evening News.) 


Tee Puttalink Esquire, and bride, | 
Their fragrant tea were sipping; 
And both of them were (idle-eyed) 
In “ second extras ’’ dipping, 
When Madame cried: “ Good gracious! I’m 
Amazed to see it stated 
That not a single really prime 
Golf player's left——.” Then grated 
Her spouse his teeth, and up did spring ; 
And, ringing, bade the servant 
His greatcoat and a golf-stick bring ; 
And gave his partner fervent 
Farewells. ‘If I return not, Flo., 
You'll know I’m lodged in Bridewell ! 
3ut rest an | food I hear forego, 
Until I’ve trounced the hide well 
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The Kaiser and the Twins. Of thas ‘benightel, ind-qyed owl— 4 
A German coachman’s wife has just been blessed with twins, at editorial scoffer— na 
ad the seventh and eighth sons. The Emperor has consented to Who's published such a libel vile ie 
stand as godfather, and has sent the parentsa handsomesum of money On Pattalink the Golfer! : | 
and permission for the newcomers to be christened William I. and Downstairs the fiery man -melled ey 
Wiliam I1."—Daily Paper. RA. i ff 
THE Imperial heart’s full of glee, To grab, and grip, and ve hm him! Hd 
There is nothing that gladdens it more, Then, conscious of averted guilt, 1 
Not even a trip to Judee, He sought his highest garret, “| 
Or a wire flashed direct to the Boer— And there thanked Heaven that he had spilt 1 
There is nothing that gives it a thrill so sublime, No editorial “ claret ’— ee 
As when little Deutschers come two at a time! Because that “ par.” he understood ia} 
As you know, in this tight little isle, As meaning (when he'd scanned it) ‘aie 
When a family’s honoured with twins, That not a single really good | ad i 
The neighbours they smirk and they smile, Golfophilist’s left—handed ! ) ae 
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CAUGHT DRESS. 
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SAMPSON ’. CAMBERWELL VESTRY. LET ’EM ALL COME. 
Between Two Stools. | CAMPBELL-BaNNERMAN ;— Mogiey :— 
LABOUCHERE :— | You’re really very kind; — on! But 0 a seat ; 
wie e° 30th seats look very pleasant t’s strong, and good, and stable 
— rae a — a send it Sut if you do not mind, It’s made for the élite ; 
with + a : ree onsen = Although you're very kind, And, for a Party seat, 
This is Heap vii rane ™ | I'd rather stand at present ! It’s rather comfortable ! 





Be seated; do not stand 

In attitudes ungainly ; 
This seat for you was planned, 
It’s foolish, Sir, to stand, 

And so I tell you plainly. 


You really must not tempt 
A man in my position! 

From love of ease exempt, 
You really cannot tempt 
So smart a politician ! 


I highly recommend it ! 
So, take it, straight away, 

You'll find it very pleasant ; 
It makes no great display, 


~—- @ 
aceestiimeeeeien aitesetinen tee a a ee 











~~ — je te La my | To stand and lead you, you must see For you may ‘' stand ”’ and not get in, 
It’s suitable for a seal dine Is life and more than life to me— A seat you may not always win, 
In fact. it suite a toaT: ; To lead you on to Victoree And then to curse you will begin, 
A comfort such a stool would be My “ program” is, and mission ! And sigh for seats, but vainly ! 
To prince, and peer, and peasant ! CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN : 
Moruey :— LABOUCHERE :— You think I’d better sit ? 
Come, Sir, pray take a seat ! Lead on! But take a seat! ; Well, ae coe Gee GO Preaaing, 
Reliable, but oldish— Accept the stool I proffer ! I'll really think of it, 
You'll find it bad to beat, | It’s most compact, complete ; Though on which I shall sit 
It is the safest seat, A truly certain seat Is puzzling and distressing— 
Though p'rhaps a trifle coldish | | Is this, I gaily proffer! Who knows if that or this 
Come, take it; you'll regret Do take it, and enjoy Best suits a politician d 
It if you should reject it— Thereon your learned leisure— I really mustn't miss, 
I'm quite prepared to bet Be seated, dear old boy, | There’s much depends on this ; . 
A sale you'll not get, It's comfort you'll enjoy ; Would both suit my condition : 
Nor can you well expect it ! You'll find life there a pleasure! The best thing, therefore, I can do, 
I made it ; I myself alone, For this is just the very stool (But this is strictly entre nous) 
It’s my idea, my very own, To suit philosopher or {fool ; Is to sit down between the two— 
1. and I’m = hat you'll (He sits) 
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IF YOU SIT ON TWO STOOLS YOU’LL FALL TO THE GROUND. 


IN THE DEBATE UPON THE OCCUPATION OF THE SOUDAN, SIR HENRY CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN, IN A SPEECH 
FAVOURABLE TO THE GOVERNMENT, TO THE LATTER'S SURPRISE, VOTED FOR MR. MORLEY’S MOTION, WHICH WAS 
LOST BY A LARGE MAJORITY. SIR HENRY’S LEADERSHIP SEEMS HOPELESS. 











(For Cartoon Verses, see page 76.) 
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“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 
CHAPTER IIl.—“THE FIRST STAGE.” 


“ Now, look ‘ere,”’ said the cabman at last, after having driven 
the devoted couple several times round the adjacent square. ‘* Wot’s 
it to be? It’s not that J mind a drivin’ yer round this square, but 
the perlice ’as got its eye on yer. Better get to the church in once, 
governor, or the parson will be a-gettin’ cold,” 








“Wat Eo!” sr THe Capmany. 


‘* Well—er—er—Susan,"’ said Mr. Meggles, ‘‘ which shall it be— 
the church and comfort, or Gretna and the elopement ? ” 

“ Tom!" said Miss Smiley, pursing up her lips, ‘‘ I’m going to be 
eloped with. It’s Gretna Green, or back to Mrs. Hashley’s 
boarding-house.”’ 

“ Well, as you're going to pay the piper,"’ grumbled Mr. Meggles, 
‘perhaps you had better call for the tune. I'll be hanged,”’ he added 
to himeelf, “if I've got the cheek to ask a London cabby to drive 
to Gretna Green with a cab full of idiots and rice.” 

But Miss Smiley was equal to the occasion, and thrust her head 
out of the cab window. 

“ Man,” she said, sternly, ‘‘ Gretna Green! "’ 

“And I'll give you five shillings extra if you do it within the 
hour,” added Mr. Meggles, grimly. 

* Right you hare, sir,” said the cabman, springing up on the box. 
“T’ll be there in’arf that time. Thought you was a weddin’, Is it 
the cemetery you wants, sir?” 

“Whatever is the man talking about?" said Miss Smiley. ‘I 
don’t think he understands.” 

“It’s all rite, miss, bless yer pretty face,” answered the man, 

thering up the reins and reaching for his whip. ‘‘I knows where 
tis. Why I was born in Kensal Green, I was.” 

“ fensal Green!” shrieked Miss Smiley. ‘What a fearful 
augury! Stop him, Mr.—er—Tom. Stop him!” 

“Stop him!” shouted Mr. Meggles. ‘That is to say, I mean, 
Stop! cabman, stop!” 

* Now, look ‘ere, guv'nor, that ain’t fair. I ain't going to win 
my dollar that way, you know,” said the man, getting off his box. 
“What's up now?” 

“You have made a mistake, cabman. This is not a funeral 
proces n but ar pe ni The lad’ , Ree ae 


= 











“ An’ where might Greina Green be, sir?” said the cabman, 
rather puzzled. ‘Can I get there in an hour?” 

“ Scarcely,” said Mr. Meggles laughing, “it’s in Scotland.” 

“T ain’t agoin’ to be made a fool of,” said the man wrathfully, 
* Come out of my cab. I don’t know anything about Scotland, but 
I know where Scotland Yard is—more’s the pity—and if yer don’t 
git out I’ll drive yer rite off there. ’Ang me if I don’t think yer a 
pair of loonaticks.”’ 

“Don’t make an ass of yourself, sir!” roared Mr. Meggles. “If we 
choose to elope it’s no one's business but our own, and if you won't 
take us someone else must.” 

“ Oh, I'll take yer rite enough, providin the moaey’s straight. I’ve 
had some queer ’uns in my cab, but this caps all. It will be a bob 
a mile after we pass the rade-us, and twenty miles a day. I suppose 
yer father pays, miss.” 

‘‘Man,” said Miss Smiley sharply, “this gentleman is my future 
husband.” 

‘‘What ho!” said the cabman; ‘‘ I wonders at such a sweet young 
thing a chucking herself away like that, and I wishes yer every 
‘ealth and ’appiness. Perticular the ’ealth, miss,” he added wist- 
fully, pausing a moment to see if the hint was taken, and then with 
a grunt hoisting himself on the box again, and started the cab, after 
launching a parting warning at Mr. Meggles. 

‘* It’s a bob a mile, mind yer.” 

Mr. Meggles groaned, and made a rapid calculation. ‘‘ Hang it,” 
he muttered savagely, ‘‘it’s about 300 miles as the crow flies, and 
will cost at least £20; and then 20 milesaday. Why, it will take 











at least madam, do you know how long this confounded 
ahem ! elopement of yours is going to take? ”’ 


‘No, dearest Tom,” replied Miss Smiley, ‘“‘ I am so silly in some 
matters. ‘‘ But you must forgive your Birdie,” she added, nestling 
to him. 

‘*My Birdie be—er—er—for ever with me,’’ said Mr. Meggles, 
catching his breath at the right moment. ‘Madam, I'll fell you 
it’s going to take three weeks Three weeks, madam, in this close, 
jclting, pestilential, hackney coach.”’ 

“ Isn’t it lovely? ’’ gurgled Miss Smiley. 

“I beg your pardon!” 

**Isn’t it lovely that we should be in such close communicatio 
with each other for three whole weeks. Fancy it, Tom.” 








“ Tom, DEAREST, I'M WAITING TO BE KISSED.” 


“*T don’t fancy it.”’ 

“*So charming, so romantic, so—so——”’ 

** Hot!” said Mr. Meggles, gruffly. 

“And who knows. We may like it so much that we might come 
all the way back again the same way.” 
“It will be a hearse I shall want,"’ muttered Mr. Megcles 
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«Tom, dearest, your Birdie’s waiting to be kissed.” 

Mr. Meggles sprang back into his seat as ifa snake had bitten 
him. : 
“Madam,” he said, “for goodness sake, restrain yourself. 
Remember where you are.” 

“J’m with you, dearest Tom.” 

« Yes, madam, and you are also in the Hampstead Road.” 

“ Call me Birdie once then, dearest Tom, and I will postpone it 
till—till——””’ 

“ Yes—er—er—oh, hang it, Birdie.” 

«‘ Till I feel like it again,” sighed Miss Smiley, placing her head 
on his shoulder. 

Poor Mr. Meggles edged away. He already regretted his rash 
acquiescence to Miss Smiley’s plan of elopement. Visions of what 
might have been came before his mind. 

“Tt might have been Mrs. Hashley and her comfortable boarding 
house,”’ he groaned, as Miss Smiley’s hat feather jabbed him in the 
eye. “ And now it’s this or breach of promise.” 

The cab at last drew up at the ‘‘Peanut,’’ St. Albans, and the 
cabman jumped down and opened the door. 

“*One you've ’ad a good time, sir,”’ he said, grinning. 
yer a-billing and cooing, andI went as slow as I could.” 
" “Confound you, yes. You needn’t tell me that.” 

“All right, sir, keep yer ’air on. It aint my fault as you've 
found Love’s young dream a nightmare,’’ he shouted after Mr. 
Meggles, as, followed by Miss Smiley, he strode into the hotel. 

“Sonny,’’ he added to the outside porter, ‘‘ Just give that mat a 
shake, will yer. The old parties has eloped, and have been chucking 
rice ateach other.”’ 


“7 heard 


(To be continued.) 




















Waftings from the Wings. 


A CLEVERLY-COMPOSED lever de rideau is A Repentance, by ‘‘ John 
Oliver Hobbs,” introduced last Tuesday at the St. James’s Theatre. 
The theme. is taken from the Spanish Carlist cause. A Spanish 
count, a Carlist, saves his life by turning Christinist. He is thought 
to be dead, and after two years’ absence returns to his wife, who is 
overjoyed at the rencontre. She encourages him to repudiate his 
adopted creed, and, at the cost of his life, he yields to her wishes. 
The music, composed by Sir Hubert Parry, who conducted, is 
expressively emotional. 

Mr. George Alexander fulfils the part of the Carlist turncoat, and 
Miss Julie Opp is a strong exponent of the devotional and resigned 
wife. Mr. H. B. Irving does the little he has to do becomingly 
enough. 

The Ambassador still continues to delight full houses. It is a 
very unusual incident for both pieces at a theatre to be the work of 
the same author, as St. James’s is now exhibiting. ‘ John Oliver 
Hobbes” (Mrs. Craigie) is doubtless highly appreciated. 


The Three Musketeers reached its 150th performance at the 
Garrick Theatre on Thursday last. The charm of this comico- 
tragico play has deepened its hold upon the theatre-loving public. 
Miss Beatrice Lamb is now appearing as Anne of Austria. 


A new version of The Man in the Iron Mask is the next 
romantic drama for production at the Adelphi Theatre, and the 
premiére is announced for Saturday, 11th inst. Mr. Norman 
Forbes will play the dual parts of Louis Quatorze and Philippe ; 
Miss Genevieve Ward will impersonate Anne of Austria; and Miss 
Kate Rorke has been assigned the part of Louise dela Valliére. The 
period is 1660-1667, and consequently permits of lavish display in 
mounting, costumes and scenery. 


_ Miss Sarah Thorne passed away on the 27th ult. a victim to the 
influenza epidemic. She had delighted audiences from the early 
age of 12 years, and had devoted some 50 years to the stage. She 
was an actress of considerable power and versatility. She likewise 
impressed her pupils, who showed great respect for her teaching 
and devotion subsequently as her friends. We last saw her per- 
form in The Ticket-of-Leave Man as the loquacious landlady, at 
her theatre at Margate. 


Royat Aquarium.—The eighth annual Fisheries Exhibition 
Opens to-morrow, and closes on the 5th prox. Leading manu- 
facturers of tackle and fishing requisites are making a grand display 
of anglers’ requirements. Amongst the novelties will be an impor- 
tation of a considerable number of frozen New Zealand fish, for- 
warded by the Waitaki and Waimate Acclimation Society via the 
New Zealand Shipping Company’sss. Waitaki, which left New Zealand 
the end of January last. 


Dr. Bodie, an American electrician and mesmerist and a scientist 
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Aquarium) some extraordinary electrical and scientific and sensa- 
tional experiments. In the presence of leading members of the 
medical profession and pressmen he will electrocute a living subject 
whom he will keep under influence for 30 days and 30 nights. 


The report of the committee of investigation re the affairs of the 
Moore and Burgess Minstrels was presented to the shareholders at 
the adjourned meeting at the Circus Room, Café Monico, last 
Wednesday. 


The private view of the London Sketch Club's second exhibition 
takes places at the Modern Gallery, 175, Bond Street, W., to-day, 
and the exhibition will be open to the public from the 8th to the 
18th inclusive. 

This exhibition will consist only of the “ Time Sketches "’ painted 
in the gallery. 

The following members will contribute sketches, viz.: Messrs. 
Cecil Aldin, R.B.A., Tom Browne, R.B.A., Walter Fowler, R.B.A. 
(hon. treasurer), Geo. C. Haité, R.B.A. (president), J. Hassall, 
Dudley Hardy, R.I. (vice-president), Frank H. Jackson (hon. secre- 
tary), Adrian Jones, W. Lee-Hankey, R.I., Sir James D. Linton, R.L., 
Phil May, R.I., Cecil Quinnell, R. Sauber, R.B.A., F. Shepherd, 
Claude Shepperson, Montague Smyth, R.B.A., H. Sykes, nce 
Thackeray, and others. 


“The Garden Court Murder,” by Burford Delannoy, is very 
strongly written. The opening chapter sufficiently fascinates one 
to go on with the perusal, during which the excitement is 
intensified, and lasts right to the very end of the volume, The 
author is well acquainted with details, which are by no means over- 
drawn. The volume is well written, and leads one to expect great 
things from this author's pen. 


THe Cancer Hospitat, Brompton, Lonpon, 8.W.—The forty- 
eighth annual meeting of the governors of this charity was held on 
Wednesday, the 22nd ult. Sir George S. Measom, J.P., occupied 
the chair. It appeared that during the past year 2,477 new patients 
were received, 835 being in, and 1,642 out-patients, whilst the total 
number of attendances of out-patients was 13,803. The committee 
regret that there had been a considerable falling off in donations 
and annual subscriptions during the past year, and desire to impress 
upon their friends the necessity of increasing the donations and 
annual subscriptions, which are practically the main support of the 
hospital. The Samaritan funds had proved of great advantage to 
the patients in assisting them to go to their own homes and to con- 
valescent homes. Several letters of thanks from patients who had 
been admitted and discharged were read at the meeting, which show 
the gratitude and appreciation of the manner in which they had 
been treated. 


The performance, ‘‘ Floundering in a Bog,” recently given by the 
Millwall Dock Company, is, we are informed, not to be repeated. 


Our friend and philatelist J. W. Palmer has had to yield toa 
vis major, and clear out of the historic address, 281, Strand, which 
is condemned, and cast for demolition. He has taken his museum 
or Chamber of Philatelical Horrors, containing the stam 
collector’s impositions of our youth, to his new emporium roun 
the corner, and just — Drury Lane Theatre, 7, Catherine 
Street, whither Mr. Palmer welcomes all philo-philatelists. 
By the way, there is one little matter which troubles our 
friend Palmer, and that is the sale of the Hospital Stamps, which 
were eagerly purchased by the public generally, in the 
year of Jubilee, 1897, and benefited the hospitals very 
considerably. These stamps are four in number at 1s., 2s. 6d., 5s., 
and 10s. In this way, it is soeasy to subscribe to the Hospital Fund, 
by purchasing even a 1s. stamp, whilst scores of people could expend 
18s. 6d. and buy the set issued for 1898 and the present year. The 
public only want jogging. So Mr. Palmer will supply any of these 
stamps at face value, for Charity’s sake, and also the little red- 
covered books to preserve them in, Just remember the unknown 
amount of good one can do, just in buying a 1s. stamp, the produce 
of which will help to alleviate some poor wretch’s pain ! 








After a Quarrel. 


Dramatic Critic.— I shall ‘ slate” your next piece.” 
Dramatic Author.—“ Then you must have a ‘tile loose,””’ 





————————————— 








Doubtless, 


No Pay.—I suffer from loss of memory, doctor. What do you 
think would improve it?” 
Doctor (to whom he owes money).—*' A county court summons!” 
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A ROARING 


Labby and Beer. 


[During the debate on Uganda in the House of 
Commons, Mr. Labouchere said that the British 
people were a practical race, and would prefer a 
pot of beer all round to all the empires of the 
universe, with Central Africa chucked in.— Vide 
Press. } 

Now, Labby, please to “ draw it mild!” 
Your statements very oft are wild, 

As is proved ev'ry sessions, 

For, though we British like our beer, 
We do not hold it half so dear 

As vast landed possessions ! 


TRADE. 


You're bitter when you criticise, 
And patriotism despise ; 

But please do not malt-treat us 
3y making out that above all 
Befuddling beer us does enthrall; 
If so, all foes would beat us! 


What ales you, Labby, that of late 
Such wild ideas dwell in your pate? 
One might think you were ‘ beery ’’! 
Good beer is all right in its place, 
Sut not for that exists our race; 

So why are you so sneery ? 


i 







“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. ‘ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


Lonpon, like the showman’s young 
giant, is, goodness only knows,.’ow big, 


an’ “still growin’” so Mr. Balfour's | 


London Municipalities—(I copied this 
word out of the papers. 
choker?)—Bill seems ‘‘a bit of alright,’’ 


Ain’t it a | 


as it sertinly wants cuttin’ up in slices, | 


so to say, an’ it seems that it won’t 
interfere 
Council, an’ 


I don’t see as ’ow the 


scheme will interfere with me, wich, 
arter all, is the chief thing! 
La Belle France is keepin’ up its 


keracter; but the ‘“‘ conspiracy” luckily 
literally ‘‘ended in smoke,” for the 


with the London County © 


French soldiers smoked them cheap | 


cigars, but they wasn’t takin’ anythink 


more serius on. Messers.[French. They | 


did make a ‘“‘ mess ”’ of it, though, didn’t 
they ? | 
little plot ’as been ‘‘ nipped in the bud,”’ 
to indulge in flowery langwidge. By- 
the-bye, ain’t the ’tecs been trackin’ the 
pore Duke of Orleans! 
‘im sneezin’ without it bein’ ‘‘made a 
note of,’ though I dessay the Duke 
thinks that sich follerin’ of ’im about 
ain’t ‘‘ to be sneezed at.” 
I write is, thatthe Duke’s gone to Turin. 
I should think ’e would want to go 
towrin’ somewheres, to get out of the way. 

It appears that we ain’t ’eard the last 
of the Druce case; Mrs. Druce ses, “ I 
have got one or two ladies and gentle- 
men up my sleeve who are ready to tell 
a new and startling story when the 
time is ripe.’ You see, it’s like them 
serials, ‘to be kontinued in our next.” 
But ain’t it nearly time the time was 
“ripe”? I’m afraid that if Mrs. Druce 
ain’t careful, that the fruit, so to say, 
will fall to the ground, an’ some one else 
will pick it up, ’an ‘er mouth must be 
fairwaterin’ for it. 

I see that after 48 years’ service at the 
British Museum, Dr. Richard Garnett, 
C.B., keeper of the printed books, ’as 
sent in ’is resignation. Dr. Garnett 
will be ’ard to replace, for ’e was a 
‘‘ perfect gem ’’ for the work. Personally, 
I prefer a sirkus to a museum, but all 
people ain’t eddicated up to my standard. 

Glad Iam to’ear that there is to be some 
more convalescent ‘omes erected for 
dear old Tommy Atkins at the seaside. 
Now, ’ow about erectin’ some ’omes for 
the pore old weterans wot ’as shed their 
blood for their country, instead of lettin’ 
‘em mould away in the workus? In my 
opinyun this is a cryin’ scandel. ‘ The 
path of glory’’ leads to skilly an’ a 
pauper’s grave. 





For 


Breakfast. 





Chocolat Menier 


Sol« Retail Everywhere. 





Awarded Prize Medals at ali Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 


Dérouléde an’ Marcel Harbert’s | 
No chance of | 


The latest as 
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